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by at the exit from the sewers. Everybody went there Behind the barricade on Warecka Street, I "joined a large group of nurses waiting for the first men to emerge from die shmy catacombs. Barbarka came and stood with Zofia, a few steps away, holding tight her hand.
On the barricade a man with a movie-camera was sitting and filming the scene, I watched him and wondered whether his pictures would ever get to the faraway world, and, if they did, would people e\er believe them to be genuine.
Soon human beings from the Old Town began climbing up the iron ladder from the sewers, and we hoisted them up through the manhole to the street They were mostly skeletons. Emaciated beyond belief, their pale skin hung limply on the protruding bones of their faces and their bodies. The women were dumb with suffering. An endless procession of bloody ghosts, armless* legless, faceless, went on and on, their wounds calced with the filth of the sewers. Oa and on they came, fall oar arms felt like lead from the labor of pulling them out and carrying them aside.
The worst cases were taken immediately to the quarters of the Napoleon Cafe, right through a gaping hole in its wall The stretcher-bearers went back and forth between the caf6 and Napoleon Square in an endless queue,
Those who were strong enough to move by themselves sat woodenly on the pavement, looking around with blinking eyes, marveling that here was still a piece of Warsaw where at least stumps of bouses remained standing and where a whole barricade on Warecka Street was stdl intact
A small boy climbed out of the manhole He carried two grenades hanging from his leatibar belt, and a revolver. He stood there, shading his eyes> aud baking at us and at the street